THE WAY OF A MAID

As it was, my strength was fast failing,
when I heard a shriek from behind me and
then, a moment later, a cry from George.

"Rowley/' I yelled. "Get Rowley and
open the hatch."

As I spoke, I nodded my head at the little
hatch or window that gave to the wheel.
This was some two feet square and was used,
I think, by the miller to clean the fans.

I afterwards learned that George could not
hear what I said, but that Lelia read my
gesture and dragged him off to the hatch.

Whilst she was fetching Rowley, he flung
the shutter open and clambered on to the
wheel, but though I could see him above me,
he could not reach so far. Then Rowley came
and caugtit hold of George's legs, and a moment
later his;hands went under my arms.

By now I was so much exhausted that I
could g^ve him no help, until I had taken some
rest, ajid since, though he could support me,
he had not the strength to drag me clear of
the fail, we stayed as we were for two minutes
with cfur faces four inches apart, like a couple
of acrobats.

ic Brothers Bung/* said George, grinning,
leir daring confidence trick. Real water,
you needn't tell me what happened,
because I can see for myself what's left of the
bridge. Damned dangerous things, they are.
And now if you've had a breather, shall we
try and go home ? "

He must have safiered torture, but he
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